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In his unappeased heart his torment burned almost
unbearably. Suddenly he was shaken by some profound
upheaval, relief was granted him in some strange mys-
terious way, and he wept.
Helene who was sitting on the wooden bench, gazing
at the broad outline of his back, was shocked to see his
head bowed down and pressed against the window pane.
She heard a broken sound — the broad shoulders heaved,
the back shuddered, the whole gigantic frame of the man
was shaken more and more violently as though by a
paroxysm. He grasped the nets of the luggage racks on
either side, and stood there like a tree in a fierce storm,
and from him broke a great and pitiful cry like that of an
Helene Willfuer crouched trembling on her bench/
Dear God, she thought, what is the matter ? What is
this? What can I do, a stranger? . . .
She stood up,. carried away by the sight of this man
weeping, and laid her trembling hands on his broad,
shaken shoulders ; she ventured even more. She gently
stroked his damp hair. It seemed to her as though
she had a wounded and precious animal to comfort ;
and the man — just like an animal or a child — feeling this
desire to comfort, cried aloud. He let himself go. He
loosened his hold of the luggage racks, abandoned
the support of the window pane, and fell at Helene's
feet as though at a mother's. She put her arms around
him, clasped him tightly, strongly, like a woman. He
laid his head on her shoulder, still weeping, but now
growing easier for it. Suddenly they became conscious
of one another, of their bodies, their warmth, their tears,
their hands, and at last their lips which sought each other
and dung to each other — and lost each other again,
Here was the lightning flash ; a revelation, a recognition,
a great happiness in the midst of tribulation.
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